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ORVILLB W. ANDREWS, publisher of 
Universal Magazines, Inc., was a ma^i 
who took his job seriously— and today he 
was in a rage that set the pulses of his 
large staff fluttering feverishly. For 
"Burning Romance," the love-confessiou- 
al magazine which was his pel amnng the 



chain's many public 
late. It didn't t^eem that it 
to meet its press deadline, 
the fault of none other tlif 
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he had in^jisted on supervising its every 
step. At the last moment, he had thrown 
out one of the stories — and now there was 
nqf. enough time to locate a writer who 
could turn out a substitute in a hiiny! 

That was the explanation of Mr. An- 
drews' rage. Glaring around the office red- 
eyed, his lip curled as he caught sight of 
poor Miss Ashton, who was engaged in 
helplessly trying to make herself incon- 
spicuous. It served him right for ever pick- 
ing an old maid for a job like this! Still, 
she'd been competent enough in her detail 
work, and had managed to hold down her 
job successfully enough for the last fifteen 
years. Hang it, he thought, his mind tak- 
ing a crisp executive turn, she's had enough 
experience with this stuff to be able to 
turn out a story on her own — especially 
when she knows what's wanted! He'd had 
no experience with her as a creative writer, 
but why not give it a try? "Miss Ashton!" 
he called, cruelly enjoying her affrighted 
start. "Come here!" 

He watched lier narrowly as he outlined 
the assignment — a story of real burning 
romance, of heart-throbs and tense love 
that would sound as if it had actually hap- 
pened. And, gulping nervously, she listen- 
ed— a faded and nondescript woman of 
indeterminate age, a timid and retiring 
mouse, the kind to whom nothing had 
ever liappened! He must he crazy to have 
thought that she could. ever do the job- 
and so Mr. Andrews lost his temper again. 



"Just don 't sit there j 
howled. "Make believe you h^ivan't sat on 
a shelf for your whole life! You've had 
dreams, haven't you? And you've read 
and Fdited enough love stories to know 
what they're about, correct? 80 go home 
and write one! And it's got to sound 
plnys)hle — as it it's really true— or 'Bum- 
inn Uoniance' will have a new editor by 
tomorrow!" 

Miss Ashton left hurriedly, her pale, 
spitisterly face even more colorless than 
usual, stnmmering confused promises to 
do her best. And Orville W. Andrews set- 
tled back in his chair and lit a cigar, smil- 
ing inwardly. He'd thrown the proper 
scare into her, all right^she'd bp sure 
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ame-and promptly at 9 
A. M., Miss Ashton timidly placed a neatly- 
typed manuscript on his desk. "The Rc- 
memberinf, Heart." it was called. Silly 
title! Growling ill-naturedly, he read it 
through, punctuating each paragraph with 
an impatieni smoke ring. It told the story 
of Peggy Drrw and Frank Alden, two 



kids 



high 



at 



They were deeply in lovp, 
even if Peggy wasn't much to look at. But 
her proudest moment came when Frank 
gave her his most cherished possession— 
the skull and erosshones pin of the school's 
select secret society. It was his talisman 
— Peggy knew how much it meant to hiui 
and she was proud, because wasn't it tho 
sign of his love for her? And when Prank 
went off to college, the skull and cross- 
bones pin became a symbol of him and the 
bond between them ; a treasured memento 
which helped her to bear her loneliness. 
More and more she turned to it as 'his 
letters became increasingly few, for it was 
the sign that he would be faithful. He was 
too busy to wnle— that was all. Funny 
how much comfort she could get from .1 
little pin from which a skull and cross- 
bone8 stared owlishly— a pin dented at 
one edge from that time wh«n Frank had 



stt'pped on it. But it eased her remember- 
ing heart, made her past love live, gave 
promise of happy romance to come, "I love 
you," she whispered to the pin— because 
it vi'as Frank ! 

Then, suddenly, loneliness vanished in 
a fla<h, to be replaced by rapture. For 
from his mother she learned that he was 
driving home from coUege to be on hand 
at the country club dance, the town's great 
annual social event. He'd just be able to 
make it in time, and Peggy determined to 
be on hand to meet him. She dressed in 
her best that night, with love transform- 
ing her plainness into a s-hy radiance. Then, 
amid the gay whirl of the dance, sh(! 
breathlessly awaited his coming, her fever- 
ish fingers fast upon the skull and cross- 
bones pin— A/s pin— fondly feeling the 
dented edge where her remembering heart 
told her that his heel had rested. And 
then — she saw him! She started toward 
. him, a glad cry welling up in her throat, 
then stopped suddenly. For there wa,s a 
tall, darkly beautiful girl at his side — 
and he was placing his arm about herV 
Then he saw Peggy, and his face changed 
slightly. In a moment or two, it had all 
come out as, in a halting introduction, h.e 
presented the new girl — the yirl he im^s 
enf/aged io! Peggy never knew how she 
lived through those moments and his stam- 
mered explanations. Finally Frank re- 
covered his assurance— and his eyes lil 
upon the little pin which she had worn 
with such devotion. "Well, well!" he ex- 
claimed. "If it isn't my old skull-and- 
crossbones! Remember when I first let you 
wear it? Kid stuff, wasn't it¥ I know you 
won't mind returning it! It's pretty beai 
up, but I Just thought that Elaine here 
might get a ttiek out of wearing it!" 

Thud. Thtid. It was her heart beating, 
crying out within her as she removed the 
old pin; mutely handed it to the new girl. 
She wasn't giving up just a cheap decora- 
tion, but a piece of herself. She was giving 
kiwC'up, together with' her memories of the 
past, her hopes and dreams of the future. ' 
And when Prank and Elaine left, Peggy 
chanced to be in the car directly follow- 
ing them. The reason for what happened 
then was never clear. After it was all over, 
people agreed that perhaps Frank had beeii 
drinking too much, and lost control of his 
car. Crashing through a guard rail, it 
plummeted to destruction. And Peggy, sob- 



bing hysterically, was the first on the scenij 
—first to find the dead bodies of the man 
she loved and the girl who had replaced 
her. No one saw her stoop over a crumpled 
body in a white evening gown and remove 
a small object whose tiny skull and cross- 
bones seemed 'now an eerie symbol of 
tragedy. 

And that was. the whole "Of Peggy's life. 
Nothing else that mattered ever happen- 
ed to her. She remained faithful to the 
little pin she always carried. For as long 
as it was with her, Frank wasn't dead. 
He couldn't be — for he was the pin, th^ 
pin he! She had that— and a remembering 
heart ! 

That was the story Miss' Ashton had 
written. Her publisher finished it— and 
then it was as if an earthquake had hit 
the office of Universal Magazines, Inc. His 
face an apoplectic reel, Orville W. Andrews 
leaped to his feet, screaming in rage. "You 
call this a story?" he howled. "It serves 
me right for ever being fool enough to 
assign a lo-vc yarn to someone who hasn't 
even lived! If you'd ever fallen for a nfen 
in your life, you'd know that it couldn't 
be this way! U^hey! Come back here!" 

But Miss Ashton was already gone. 
Handkerchief pressed to her mouth and 
tears streaming down her cheeks, she had 
rushed blindly from Andrews' presence, 
dropping her bag as she went and unaware 
tliat she had even lost it. Andrews swore 
briefly as he stooped to pick it up, but 
suddenly its eafch opened, depositing its 
contents in a heap on the floor. "Danged 
woman!" he grunted as he replaced a wal- 
let and a bunch of keys in the purse. 
"Edits a love magazine for fifteen years, 
and still doesn't know a confounded thing 
about a woman's heart!" He straighten- 
ed up, then Rtared suddenly as the dull 
glint of a small object near the desk met 
his eye. Something he'd forgotten to pick 
up, no doubt. The crazy things women keep 
in their bags! Wheezing painfully, he 
stooped again, captured it. What was it, 
anyway? His eyes widened, bulging un- 
believingly at what he held in his hand. 
"Holy smohe!" he breathed. 

It was an old and tiny pin in the shape 
of a skull and erossbones, its edge dented 
as if, long ago, some vanished foot had 
left an imprint upon it — and upon a re- 
membering heart. 
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